196         THE CALL OF THE WORLD

given half their fortunes to draw them. Immediately
after we sat down to a regular Mazdaznan dinner and
it was getting near midnight when we left the table
and retired for the night.     As my hostess had
arranged for a whole  day's motor excursion to
Boston and places in its neighbourhood, we got up
betimes the following morning, breakfasted early,
and left home immediately after. The car was a big
six-seater and belonged to a Mazdaznan millionaire
of Boston who himself came in the car and brought
his son with him to drive it. There were seven in the
party and having started at a good pace we were
before long miles away from Lowell.  Shortly after-
wards we began to ascend and went up and down
over undulating country through lovely green lanes
lined by thick hedge-rows.    Every moment the
scenery became more and more English, and were it
not for the houses, which were typically American, I
could scarcely have believed that I was not actually
motoring in some part of England itself. Happening
to remark to my hostess that the country appeared
to me strangely English, she said we were in reality
going over New England Hills which all who saw
observed did not belie their name. Anything that
has a touch of England always delights me.   But
what delighted me still more was the fact I gleaned a
moment later that we were just then well within
the classical regions of America and I was breathing
the same air that Lowell and Longfellow, Emerson
and Adams, Whittier and Wendell Holmes breathed
and were inspired by.    Descending the hills we
passed through several small towns until we felt the